ANNUAL. 


ADVENTURE IN 
THE 21st CENTURY 


It is 2067. Man is master of the Universe. From the 
sprawling capitals of the Earth vast space liners drift 
across the blackness of space, linking the planets and 
asteroids of the Earth Space Empire. It is a time of 
scientific advancement, of change and discovery. It is 
a time, too, of danger and excitement. 


(Continued on Back Cover) 


rae 
—_ wee 
ee 


rd —— eee 


STRIPS 


‘Thunderbirds—The Renegade Rocket 6 


Fireball XL5—The Ghost Fleet 16 
‘The Munsters 28 
Zero X—Conflict on Mars 30 
2 Special Agent—The Killer Robots 37 
My Favourite Martian 46 
Catch or Kill—The Monster of the 

Lake 52 
(Wright cLA.R-L.LE) 62 
Stingray—Trial of Danger 64 
Get Smart 80 
‘Thunderbirds—Volcano Alert 86 

STORIES 

Traitor at Marineville 24 
21 Special Agent— 

Assignment Destroy USS 76 

FEATURES 

USS Observation Test 11 
Countdown—Invaders from Space 12 
Specifications of a Fireflash 22 
21’s Aptitude Test 36 
Dateline 2067 2 
Game 48 
Specifications of a Junglecat 50 
Investigation USS 58 
Agent’s Assignment, Test No. 48 70 
Countdown—Moon Trek RB 
Danger is My Business by Crag 


Gorton 82 


TOR SATELLITE , THUNDERBIRD FIV 
ION CONTROLLER JOHN TRACY 


HAS A WELCOME VISITOR 


Ni ret i ES 


RENESADE ROCKE# 


Zz 


c EXCHIVE PAS 


= £08. NOTHUVE 2 A” 


DOCKING COMPLETED, AL, 
REPORTS FOR RELIEF DUTY... 
zB \ 


MEANWHILE , AT WOOMER: 
ROCKET RANGE, AUSTRALI 
i a aT a 


ence... arsine 
Wit S00 BE BLASTIVE 


LY Ar THE MAIN CHECKPOINT, BILLY 
aes GETS AS HTT] 


hy PROTECTIVE 
SLT6 FOR THE REACTOR) 
NK Sec7IOW. 


OKAY. 


a> : 
Te ies 
YOURE CLEACED ERD fhe Ba] 
VE OM  % 


SEE SCE... HE WOT 
NOTICE ONE EXTRA PASSENCER 
ABOARD THAT BIB BAZ 
| AT EXACTLY 0700 HOURS, EXPERIMENTAL 
S| GROUND-CONTROLLED ROCKET TY-6 
\] BLASTS OFF FOR MARS , BLT.. 


CROLND CONTCOL ... 
BEETROM AMEHATEL IL, 


"Be 

— RYN 
MA 

CEES 


ee YH 
MOE BEFOCE im | | 
THE PLOTS 


BEF HERE. 


ABOARD THE ROCKET, IN THUNDERBIRD FIVE, AN 
BILLY FEELS THE FikeT| |URGENT MESSAGE IS 
PANGS OF FEAR... RECEIVED: 


THE FIRING MECHANI 
DOES 


LUKE YOU 


4 OEE, ARRMED (12/57 
NOBO2Y"S ALINE. 


THUS POCKET. (14 


2 : (SOMEHOW 
COUCSE SOLNOS ag) VE GOT 70 7h 

Si (Aa » FAMILIAR, AND S702 THAT 

JOHN PLAYS BACK THE A ROCKET, 

AUTOMATICALLY STORED \ 

VIDEO MESSAGE, 


as 


20NE S7... WOOMERA 
HAS LOST CONTICOL OF 
ROBOT S/71P 7-6. 
\\ PRESENT COURSE 


iA 
\ 2 REDALERT 
)) | Gee ae 


3800 -0/7... <a> 7! 
WELL CLA. YOURE CARN 
J W ZONE S? AND COURSE 


UEFF TRACY HEARS 3B00-O/7 18 THE ONE p 
Go| HE NEWS laf THLINDERBICO THEE = CONTACT 7A 2 
Se | a 


HOMIES OW FO PEACHY 


VSLAND 
PHN OECBICD FUVEE Spann 


ASME. 


YORE Acad 
FANTASTIC UC weeeDiaZe/ IM Zs SHOOT 77 
12'S A BULLION P\\\} 20WN AS B00 
7O ONE CHANCE’ wy AS AES Wirei 
4 RANGES 
ONLY” ONE TrYYIVA 
WE CAV 20. 
DEEIROY THE 


RBIR! 
HONK eS THEOLGH 


INTERCEPTION 
MINUS FIVE f 
MUVLTES ! 


ABOARD THE RLINAWAY 
ROCKET , BILLY CLICKS 

SWITCHES AND NOBS: q 

IN PANIC... wa 


@ ABOARD 
THLINDERBIRD 


FIVE. 


G 


AS ALAN'S FINGER 
TIGHTENS ON THE 
FIRING BUTTON 


ALANS 
DONT FICE! 
THECEE A BOY. 

ABOALO? 


420 CAN BRING 

FHL OERBICD AROL/VD) 

\ LEVEL Tb TPE 

ROCKET... 
Sais Gag 
DNDERBIRD TH! 

Bones ALONGSIDE 
THE ROCKET. 


AND 60. 


WITH ONLY SECONDS 
TO SPARE! 


ABOARD THAT BAP. 
ABO" / Ve GOT 70 


AT THAT MOMENT. 


6000 CREE! 
THECES SOMEONE 


\ ie 


S7OP F#LMBEECBICD, 
THREES 


Wt DESTROY 
THE ROCKET, THE 

$0Y OES Et ONT, 
Wit CbsTReOY ” 
TALINDECBIOD & 


AN] THE BOY! eA 


WAY OL7 THaAr 
MIGAYT eHt/87- 
WORK 


METAL GRINDS AGAINST METAL 
TY-6 1S NUDGED OFF COURSE... 


= THUNDERBIRD THREE ALAN FIRES RETRO 
EWE OVERTAKES TY-6 AGAIN. ROCKETS AND 
THAT WAS CLOSE. = > z THUNDERBIRD. THREE 
( vow, weve Gor 70 
BEL THAT EO 


LOSES SPEED.. 


ee Io 

ALAN LISES LOW POWERED 
RJ MISSILES To SNUFF OUT 
TY-6'S ROCKETS. 


AND BY THE TIME 
ALAN BOARDS 
THUNDERBIRD 


WELL, 
SOM WAT 

HAVE rou aor | 
THUNDERBIRD THREE steers] | 70 SAX De 
TY=6 GENTLY INTO THE YOURBELA F 
IDOCKING PLATFORM 


FILE NO: 543X 
TEST NO: 19 


Panic filled the city. Down crowded 
streets between towering skyscraper 
office blocks people jostled and pushed, 
fought desperately to flee the terror that 
threatened from the unknown. 

Cars and lorries hooted and honked, 
straining under the loads of hurriedly 
gathered household belongings that 
filled every available space, and sped for 
the exit roads that led to the safety of 
open countryside. In barracks and billets 
National Guardsmen were on standby 
alert, weapons ready to repel the 


Left: A flying saucer? No, this time it's a 
cloud that merely looks like one, 


Right: This picture was taken in October, 
1965. The sphere on the left is the moon. The 
shining halo seen under the saucer was not 
visible when the picture was taken. Experts 
claim it could be the action of infra-red rays, 


Left: A UFO over England. This picture was 
taken over the Portsmouth Road in 1965. 
Above: At over 1,000 m.p.h. a UFO streaks 
through the sky. Below: Skimming low over 
the trees, this saucer was seen over New 
Mexico. 


Two UFOs, one claimed to be real, the other 
an admitted fraud. The one above was sighted 
over Bulawayo. The picture below is of an 
ashtray tossed into the air and shows how 
easy it is to fake UFO pictures. 
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SPECIFICATIONS OF A 


Five hundred gleaming, pencil-slim 
Fireflash aircraft form the spearhead of 
World Airlines’ passenger fleet, the 


largest and most up to date in the 
Universe. 


Powered by six atomic engines sited 
in the elevated tailplane, the Fireflash 
has a cruising speed of 2,800 m.p.h. 
it to fly to New York from 
jour forty-five minutes. 


Since coming into service in 2063, 
Fireflash has proved its efficiency and 
plans are already under way for a larger 
version powered by cobalt engines. 


liner in service. 
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HE Terror Fish swooped 
from behind the shimmering 
curtain of weed. 


Deadly missiles were spat from 
their hideous jaws. They exploded 


on target, buckling the armoured 
sides of the WASP underwater 
transport. 


The big vessel swung in the 
water like a stunned whale. It had 
left Marineville half a day ago 
under sealed orders. Not even its 
captain and crew knew their desti- 
nation until, after sailing due west 
for a whole hour, an envelope had 
been opened on the bridge. 

For the entire voyage the 
submarine had made no cont: 
with the outside world. Radio 
silence had been the order of the 
day. It had arrived at its top-secret 
destination and was in the act of 
lowering a sensitive sub-aqua listen- 
ing device to the ocean bed when 
the attack came. 

The duty radio-operator clicked 


ant 
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half a dozen switches. The emer- 
gency wavelength was opened. 

“Transporter GN-seven-oneunder 
attack by Terror Fish wait- 
ing in ambush for us at our 
scheduled cargo-deposit point. Re- 
quest help—urgent.” The operator 
was still repeating his mes: 
when a cluster of Terror Fish mis- 
siles ripped open the side of the sub- 
marine as though it were no more 
than a sardine tin. 

Sea water flooded the nuclear 
engine room. The explosion that 


i 


followed littered the sea bed for a 
mile around with scraps of the dis- 
integrated transport. 

The victorious Terror Fish 
sheered off to report their triumph 
to their ruthless master, the evil 
Titan, lord of the underwater city 
of Titanica. 


SECURITY LEAK 


There were grim faces in the 
control room at Marineville. Com- 
mander Sam Shore’s voice was an 
angry growl. 

“This attack means that we will 
haye to re-plan the whole of our 


early-warning listening system. The 
post that was being positioned to- 
day was the key to the entire system 
and it won’t take the Titan long 
now to work out the positions of 
other posts linked in with it.” 

“Those poor men in the transport 
sub just didn’t stand a chance,” 
Atlanta said sadly 

“I can’t fathom out how those 
Terror Fish knew just where to lay 
their ambush,” Troy said, as he 
paced angrily about the room. “Not 
even the crew knew where they 
were going until they were on the 
way .. . and only three people in 
the whole of Marineville knew the 
actual site for the listening post.” 

“Yeah, that’s right, Troy,” Sam 
Shore mused. “I knew as com- 
mander of the operation . . . you 
knew because you had to plot the 
course for the transport . . . and 
Marina, who used her special 
knowledge of the ocean floor to 
select the site for us!” 

“Well, I should think Marineville 
secrets would be safe enough with 
you three,” Atlanta added. 

“Could have been pure coinci- 
dence that those Terror Fish hap- 
pened to be lurking there at that 
time,” Troy said, knowing full well 
that Terror Fish rarely ventured 
into that part of the ocean. 

“Yeah, maybe so,” grunted Com- 
mander Shore. “But we can’t take 
any chances on there being any 
more Terror Fish so near to Marine- 
ville. I want you to take Stingray 
out on a roving patrol, Troy! See 
what you can find . . . you know the 
channels they're most likely to use 
on their way from Titanica . . . but 
take no chances!” 


* * * 


Troy took no chances on his 
roving patrol. He kept his radio 
seer back to Commander Shore 
jarineville down to an absolute 
minimum, in case any Terror Fish 
intercepted the messages and 
tracked down Stingray as a result. 

After Phones had made each 
report, Troy swung Stingray on an 
entirely new course to patrol a com- 
pletely different search area. 

“That's the fifth area we've 
searched,” Phones commented as 
night began to darken the waves 
above them. I’m beginning to think 
that the Terror Fish that hit that 
transport were strays. If there was 


anything big happening we'd have 
seen some action before now.” 

“It’s not action we're looking for 
on this trip, Phones,” Troy answered. 
“We seek and report.” 

“A pity we've nothing to report,” 
Phones said rather disappointedly. 
“T wonder if Marina’s got any idea 
where the Terror Fish may be 
lurking.” 

Marina, the beautiful girl from 
the sea who always accompanied 
Stingray on all but the most 
dangerous missions, shook her 
head. 

“Then we'll keep going as we are, 
Phones. Course three four eight . . . 
speed rate three.” 

Stingray held this course and 
speed for several uneventful miles, 
but after a while it led them into a 
deep underwater canyon, the steep, 
jagged sides of which soared mag- 
nificently upwards for several hun- 
dred fathoms. . 

“Speed rate two,” Troy ordered 
as the sleek silver and blue sub- 
marine entered the canyon. “And 


kecp those hydrophones busy in 
case there’s any trouble waiting for 
us up ahead.” 

“O.K., Troy, but I don’t see how 
trouble or Terror Fish could be 
waiting for us if they don’t know we 
are coming!” 


ATTACK! 


Suddenly Marina left her usual 
place at the rear of the cabin and 
came to stand close behind Troy’s 
seat. She peered forward into the 
gloom ahead. 

“What's up, Marina? Something 
wrong out there?” Troy asked, 
respecting the girl’s sixth sense in 
this underwater world. 

Marina gently nodded her head. 

“Heck, she’s right,” Phones 
yelled. “There are enough bleeps 
coming through on the sonar to sig- 
a a whole armada of Terror Fish 

- and they're all around us 

“Speed rate six,” commanded 
Troy realising that they had run 
into another Terror Fish ambush. 
“Prepare Sting-missiles!” 

Almost at once a pair of Titan’s 
mechanical battle fish showed up in 
Stingray's powerful lamps. 

“Fire Sting-missiles one 
two!” 

“Missiles gone,” Phones respon- 
ded as a pair of deadly torpedoes 
lanced the water ahead. 

A second later the pair of Terror 
Fish exploded. 

The flash revealed a score of the 


and 


evil metallic fish speeding thro 
the canyon, and still more eme! 
from crevices. 
“We've got two of them, but we 
can’t get them all. I’m taking her up 
. it’s our only chance,” said Troy. 
Stingray climbed above all the 
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missiles except one. This clipped the 
starboard hydroplane, exploded 
and ripped away a square yard of 
silvery metal. 

Other Terror Fish had been lurk- 
ing higher in the walls of the chasm, 
but by now Stingray’s speed made 
her a poor target and impossible to 
catch. 


* * * 


“They knew where you were, 
Troy! Even I didn’t know you'd 
entered that canyon . . . but the 
Terror Fish were there, waiting! 
How did they know?” Commander 
Shore was shouting. 

Troy’s report, the skirmish with 
the Terror Fish and the damage to 
Stingray had not pleased him at all. 

Troy and Phones said nothing. 
There was nothing they could say 
in answer to his question. It was 
Atlanta, his daughter, who broke 
the heavy silence. 

“My, that’s a cute coral tiara 
you're wearing,” she said to Marina 
in an attempt to change the subject. 
“Where did you get it?” 

Marina, who could not speak, 
jotted a few words on a message 
pad. “A good luck present from a 
long-lost uncle who has come to live 
near Marineville,” she wrote. 

“Aw, who cares about coral 
tiaras at a time like this,” grumbled 
Commander Shore. “Troy Tempest, 
and Phones, you two should be 
down the repair shop checking the 
repair to Stingray’s hydroplane!” 

“Yes, sir,” they both answered, 
and left briskly. 

Commander Shore propelled his 
airborne invalid chair impatiently 
up and down the room, frowning 
heavily and snorting angrily as he 
tried to grapple with the problem of 
the Terror Fish ambushes. 

He was getting nowhere when 
Atlanta interrupted. 

“Signal from the western region 
patrol. They want to know their 
next search sector,” she said from 
her seat at the huge control desk 
that more than half-filled the room. 

“Tell them to scour the area at 
the northern end of the Misamo 
Trench,” he snapped. 

All was quiet for the next half- 
hour, then just as Troy and Phones 
returned to report that Stingray was 
again serviceable, an urgent mes- 
sage was picked up from the sub- 
marine on the western region patrol. 
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“Being attacked by Terror Fish 
waiting in Misamo Trench. Situa- 
tion desperate . . . request... .” The 
message ended abruptly in a fierce 
crackle that could mean only one 
thing. 


BATTLE PLAN 


“Another victory for the Terror 
Fish,” roared the Commander. 
“These days they seem to know 
what we’re going to do even before 
we do!” 

“Atlanta, I think you and 
Marina had better take a spell off- 
duty whilst Phones and I thrash 
this thing out with the Com- 
mander,” said Troy. 

“Sorry about that, Commander, 
but I had a good reason,” explained 
Troy quietly when they had left. 

“Tt had better be good,” snorted 
the crippled officer. 

“Three times the Terror Fish 
have known our moves in advance. 
Sometimes you and I have known 
our plans, sometimes not. There 
has only been one person in posses- 
sion of the vital information on all 
three occasions . . . Marina!” 


“Marina?” echoed Phones. 
She’d die before she’d betray 
WASP secrets to Titan!” 


“Yeah, and how could she have 
passed on your plans when she was 
in Stingray with you? She can’t 
even talk!” 

But Troy went on talking, and 
eventually persuaded Commander 
Shore to agree to a certain plan of 
action that entailed them taking 


Stingray on a mission without 
Marina. 


* * * 


Marina sat unhappily in her room. 
On her lap she twisted her brilliant 
coral tiara in her hands. Beside her 
ona little table was her special tran- 
sistor intercom-radio that kept her 
in touch with all that was happen- 
ing on Stingray. It was standard 
issue in the quarters of all WASP 
personnel so they would be aware 
of any emergency the moment it 
happened. 

“T intend to take her along the 
crest of the Kilkao Ridge, Com- 
mander.” That was Troy’s voice. 

“O.K., Troy. Keep a sharp watch 
on the eastern slopes!” That was 
the Commander in reply. 

Yet Marina was not the only one 
hearing that conversation. In the 
attic of a small house on the edge of 
Marineville, Titan’s surface agent, 
the cunning X-two-Zero was chuck- 
ling beside a small radio receiver. 

“So, Stingray is making for the 
top of the Kilkao Ridge, eh? I must 
inform Titan, so that he can send a 
shoal of Terror Fish to give Troy 
Tempest a warm welcome! 

“Ho, ho, ho! It was certainly a 
brilliant idea of mine to disguise 
myself as Marina’s uncle and give 
her that tiara with the built-in 
microphone!” 

Whilst Titan ordered his Terror 
Fish to take up positions to ambush 
and totally destroy Stingray, 


Marina’s grief had reached its 
climax. 

With tears in her eyes, she looked 
angrily at the coral tiara that she 
had been given as a good-luck 
charm. It seemed to have brought 


her nothing but bad luck. Her 
friends had met with disasters . . . 
and now they seemed to be blaming 
her for them. Certainly they no 
longer trusted her enough to take 
her with them. 

How she wished she had never 
met that uncle . . . how she wished 
he had remained lost. The more she 
thought about him, the more she 
decided that there was something 
about him that she did not like. 

On an impulse she stood up, 
dumped the coral back in its gift 
box and took it out with her 
through the streets of Marineville, 
carrying her radio in the other hand. 
She had decided to give the unlucky 
present back to her uncle. 

She reached his house. It seemed 
deserted. There was no answer to 
her knocking. 


AMBUSH 


At that moment, far away and 
below the sea, Stingray was edging 
at Rate One through a marine 
meadow of tall weeds. 

Rising in magnificent splendour 
less than a mile distant was the 
jagged crest of the Kilkao Ridge. 
Troy Tempest looked at Phones 
and nodded. Phones tapped down a 
series of black switches and cut off 
all Stingray’s radio contact with the 
outer world. 

Troy smiled grimly. “Now if my 
hunch is right, we should be able to 
see a bunch of Titan’s Terror Fish 
waiting for us to pass along the top 
of that crest.” 

“T can see them, Troy; five of 


them lined up in a gully beside that 
coral bank.” 

“T can see'them too, Phones! And 
what a target they make! We can 
*plane up that gully and take ’em 
from behind and below, one by one. 
They'll be so busy watching for us 
coming from above that they'll 
never know what hit them! 

“Prepare Sting-missiles! Rate six, 
Phones!” 

“Sting-missiles ready, rate six it 
is,” Phones acknowledged. 

A soft whine came from the 
WASP submarine as it drove from 
the weed valley and soared up the 
side of the crest at battle speed. 

A pair of missiles flicked from its 
bows and dug into the nearest, 
hideous Terror Fish. 

Explosion. 

“One gone, four to go!” yelled 
Phones triumphantly. 

More missiles . . . more blast. 

“We got two that time!” 

“Watch the one at the end . . . it’s 
turning!” 

“Got him, right in the ey 

The remaining, solitary war fish 
swerved in panic and impaled itself 
ona needle of age-old coral. 

The ambushers had been com- 
pletely ambushed! 


* * * 


Determined to rid herself of her 
coral tiara, Marina placed it on the 
doorstep and walked away. 

What Marina did not know was 
that X-two-Zero was upstairs in the 
attic having to listen to a very un- 
comfortable speech by his master. 

X-two-Zero was pleading. “I 
don’t know what went wrong, your 


majesty. I gave you the information 
exactly as I heard it . . . and if that 
girl Marina was not on Stingray I 
would not have heard anything 
would I? P-please give me one more 
chance, your majesty. . . . 
“Built into the tiara is a small 
bomb . . . I can explode it by send- 
ing a special radio signal. An ex- 
plosion of any sort inside a sub- 
marine will do a lot of harm. .. .” 

X-two-Zero was ordered to ex- 
plode the bomb in the tiara. He 
jabbed his scaly finger at a bright 
red switch on a panel before him. 

There was a boom... aroar... 
and suddenly’ the house fell apart 
all around him! 

The spy’s final blunder had been 
to blow up his own house. 


* * * 


Troy Tempest and Phones were 
reporting back to Commander 
Shore. There were smiles and con- 
gratulations all round. 

“Good shooting with those mis- 
siles, Phones!” 

“Aw, that was nothing. Those 
Terror Fish were sitting targets 
today!” he replied modestly. “Troy 
should get all the credit. It was he 
who guessed that there was a trans- 
mitter hidden in Marina’s tiara, and 
hit upon the plan of giving her false 
information to lead the Terror Fish 
into a trap.” 

“Guess we all owe her an 
apology,” Troy said. “But we could 
not explain our plan to her or that 
would have been overheard by the 
enemy too.... 

“I wonder what she'll do with 
that tiara when she finds out what it 
really is?” 
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Today | stood in the ruins of New York City. 
Sadly | watched famous landmarks and build- 
ings which have stood for more than a hundred 
years topple in clouds of choking dust and 
rubble. 

After months of planning, the end of the old 
New York has come with sudden swiftness. 
Less than a month ago the bulldozers and 
demolition machines moved into the silent, 
evacuated city and the work of destruction 
began. 

Many of the machines used on this vast 
undertaking have never been seen before. They 
are the specially designed products of the 
teams working on the project. So huge is the 


task, conventional machines would have been 
useless. 

One, a radar demolition truck, is horrifying in 
its sheer destructive power. Masonry and 
stonework several feet thick is split like wafers 
by intense heat rays which are generated by 
shockwaves. | have seen buildings of several 
storeys topple under one short burst from this 
amazing machine. 

But out of the ruins a city worthy of the name 
New York is rising beside the rubble. It is a 
city of today built for the world of tomorrow. 

But what of the man behind this amazing 
venture? He is a young, dynamic man with the 
unlikely name of Dezo Struktion. It is he who, 


From our United States reporter GLENN FIELD i 


like his fantastic city shaking machines, has 
bulldozed the project through, overcoming a 
million objections in this desire to put New 
York at the forefront of architectural design. 

When | asked him why the city was being 
rebuilt, his answer was short and precise: 
“Because mixing new buildings with old makes 
a city look like a patchwork. The only way to 
fit revolutionary new buildings into the area of 
New York is to rebuild completely. As you can 
see, that's what I'm doing.” 

As | stand and gaze at this amazing skyline, 
a skyline that changes before my very eyes). ny 
sadness at the loss of the old is wiped awey 
by the promise of the exciting new. 


SPACE AWARD 


Colonel Steve Zodiac, pilot of 
World Space Patrol ship Fireball 
XLs, left Space City today for 
Pangad, Venus, where he is to 
receive the Satellite Star, ‘the 
planet’s highest award, for his 
services to space security. 

The presentation will be made 
during celebrations to com- 
memorate the 30th anniversary 
of the planet’s entry into the 
Earth Space Empire. 
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NORTH POLE RESEARCH 
CENTRE NEARS 
COMPLETION 


Five hours of uncomfortable travel by hover plough, sometimes through 
swirling blizzards and snow-drifts up to twenty feet deep, brought me to 
the site of one of the most amazing engineering projects on Earth. 

Here, on the roof of the world, the new Arctic space research centre and 
connecting mono-rail link is nearing completion. Like a silver snake the 
mono-rail thrusts its way over the frozen wastes. In just two more months 
the project will be completed and man will again have triumphed over 
nature. 

But the credit for this project goes not to the incredible machines used, 
nor to the new style mono-rail or the heat control equipment that will keep 
it free from ice, but to the workers themselves. These are the real victors, 
tough project workers who for the past six months have faced up to all 
the Arctic can hurl at them—and won. 

They are men like Borf Salvessen, a tough Swede, who has worked on 
similar projects all over the world and who claims he does it because he 
enjoys marching at the forefront of progress. Men like Carmel Gomezi, a 
thirty-five year old South American who enjoys the challenge every job 
makes. Men who are tough, men who possess particular skills, men who 
are capable of really hard work whatever the conditions. 

But as I left this frontier camp on top of the world | knew that they were 
all men in whose hands the progress of the Earth and its Empire could be 

the future. 


W GU PROCESS SUCCESS 


safely left, for they are men with a single go: 


SAHARA YIELDS RECORD WHEAT GROP 


The ‘WGU Process’, the code name 
for the revolutionary method of con- 
verting sand to highly productive soil, 
is a great success in the Northern 
Sahara. 

So said Dr. Solhar Grindori, in 
Algiers yesterday. Dr. Grindori, head 
of the scientific team undertaking the 
conversion work, was speaking at a 
press conference to announce the 
successful conversion of the mil- 
lionth acre of sand to soil. Journa- 
lists were also told that the Saharan 
wheat yield had reached record pro- 
portions and would continue to 
increase. 

Dr. Grindori, a short, stockily built 
scientist of 38, impressed his ques- 
tioners with the amazing vision he 
held out for the future. He claimed 
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that within thirty years, with the help 
of the vast irrigation schemes now 
being carried’out, the Sahara would 
become the larder of the world, 
producing enough food to halt the 
world's food problem for many years 
to come. 

Immediately following the press 
conference, Ford Wittaker, head of 
the People's Resettlement Com- 
mittee appealed for settlers to come 
and take over the farms created in the 
area. 

Our science correspondent 
comments: 

The ‘WGU Process’ stands for World 

Government Unity Process, and is the 

code name for the conversion method 

worked out by an international committee 

of scientists. 


The torpedo shape on which the tech- 
nicians are working (picture above) is 
lowered into the sand, As the machine 
moves forward the torpedo leaves a tunnel 
behind it, and a setting compound is ex- 
uded from small holes in the middle. This 
combines with a special plastic coming 
from slits in the rear, leaving behind a con- 
tinuous membrane. Through the pipe thus 
formed water can be pumped. At a certain 
pressure the membrane allows the water 
to pass through to percolate into the sand. 
The prepared area is then heli-jet dusted 
with the seed spores of'a Martian lichen 
which in the oxygen-rich Earth atmosphere 
quickly forms a dense mat of vegetation. 
A further dusting of chemical to ensure 
quick rotting down, and the lichen is 
ploughed in as ‘green manure’. When the 
sead is rich in humus, the first crops can 
4e sown. The success of the method is 
proved by Dr. Grindori's latest figures. 
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[EIFFEL TOWER TRAFFIC 


THE PICTURE SHOWS: 


The revolutionary new radio-visual telescope at the 
North Pole research centre is the most advanced in 
the world. Scientists claim that because of the 
clearer atmosphere over the poles, research work 
will be made easier. The centre will largely be con- 
cerned with investigating radio signals picked up 
from distant galaxies. 


CONTROL PLAN 


Work has just been completed on a 325,000,000 
franc extension to the Eiffel Tower, the massive 
structure of steel that dominates the centre of 
Paris. The revolving extension houses the most 
advanced traffic control centre in the world. 

From their eagle-high perch the team of traffic 
control officers can supervise the free flow of traffic 
along most of the city’s central highways by means 
of long-range television. Any hold-up or con- 
gestion is spotted at once and the centre can de: 
patch hover-bike traffic police to the scene in 
seconds. 
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(CCE «2067 DESIGN AWARDS MADE 


IDEAL HOMES EXHIBITION OPENS 


Before a crowded audience of in- 
Vited guests the 2067 Ideal Homes 
Exhibition was opened today by 
Mr. Nordob Coltrice, Minister for 
Homes and Leisure. Mr. Coltrice 
also announced the winner of the 
‘Design for 2067’ award for the best 
home in the exhibition. 

This went to architect and de- 
signer Briarnoss Gosdento for his 
Dome House design. 

The features are domed, tripl 
glazed glass exterior to allow ma: 
mum light to the whole house. For 
privacy, the mere push of a button 
pumps the inner cavity of the walls 
full of an opaque liquid. 

The various floors of the house 
are reached by means of a central 
spiral, moving staircase which op- 
erates as soon asa footis placed on 
the steps. Another exciting aspect 
of the house's design is that no 
rooms are static in size. They can 
be enlarged or made smaller merely 
by adjusting the collapsible walls 
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that fold to the centre of the house. 

Another new feature is the front 
door—or lack of it. This is provided 
by an air curtain which prevents 
almost all heat loss. There is a 
conventional roll top door if pre- 
ferred. 

Some of the household gadgets 
include a huge, double-ovened 
cooker which is controlled by acom- 
puter. Everything, including the 
preparation of vegetables, is done 
automatically to a preset pro- 
gramme. Cooking power is supplied 
by infra-red. 

Another is a Robot Help. Re- 
sembling a trolley the Robot Help 
does virtually everything in the 
home, from washing dishes to pre- 
paring after dinner drinks, 

There are fifty other designs in 
the exhibition and they all reflect 
the leisure living of Britain in the 
twenty-first century. 

The exhibition will be open for 
three weeks. 
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The hover bus slides to a halt in 
front of the Century 21 Toys factory 
just outside Kahra, Mars. Within 
seconds of the hydraulically oper- 
ated door lurching open, six su- 
premely fit looking young men are 
stepping down on to the gravel 
drive. 

To the casual observer the men, 
curiously taking in their surround- 
ings, are a party of trainee toy sale 
men who have come on an instruc- 
tional tour of the toy factory. But to 
the more knowledgeable they are 
trainee secret agents who have 
arrived from spy school for a tour of 
U.S.S. headquarters. 


Top Secret Tour 


Behind them the hover bus whines 
away and drops into the main stream of 
traffic heading for Kahra. The small 
party is alone. But not for long. From 
the main factory building strides a 
young, dark haired man. He smiles as 
he greets the trainees. 

“Welcome to Century 21 Toys. My 
name's Cleever . . . Brent Cleever. I'm 
Agent 21 and I've been assigned by S 
to be your guide.” 

21 shakes hands with each of the men. 

“If you'll follow me we'll go inside.” 

Inside, 21 leads the trainees down a 
narrow corridor. 
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“We are in the Century 21 Toys 
section. This is the part the public sees. 
As far as they are concerned our 
business is the production of toys.” 
dust then a storeman approaches, 
pushing a power trolley loaded with 
space construction kits. The trainees 
step to one side to allow him through. 
“As you can see," 21 continues, 
“that's exactly what our business is— 
or part of it, anyway. If our cover is to 
remain intact it has to be good. For that 
reason Century 21 Toys has the highest 
rate of toy production in the Universe.” 
Turning a corridor 21 brings the party 
to a halt by a plain, cream painted wall. 


Infra-red 


A fire extinguisher stands to one side. 
As the trainee spies crowd round, 21 
addresses them seriously. 

“From hereon out everything you see 
is of the utmost secrecy. You've all been 
at spy school long enough to know what 
that means—not one word, not one 
detail of what you see may be released 
to unauthorised personnel. Under- 
stood?” 

Nods of agreement. 21 moves to the 
extinguisher and turns the valve at the 
top. There is a gentle hum and im- 
mediately the wall swings away to reveal 
an open grav lift. One by one the trainees 
follow 21's example and step into space. 
Controlled gravity swiftly lowers them 
to the silent corridors in the depths of 
the building. Unmarked doors line both 
sides, 

“The first section we'll visit is the 
Agents’ Survival Section." 


Survival Section 


The party of men pass through one 
of the doors and crowd round a tall, 
middle-aged man who greets them. 

“This is Nort Elgo,” explains 21. 


‘Nort 


ANON Us. 


is the head of this section so I'll leave 
him to explain what goes on here. Okay, 
Nort?” 

“Thank you, 21. Well, as this section 
suggests, our job is to ensure the safety 
and defence of agents. When you pass 
out as fully trained agents your 
equipment will include many gadgets 
and concealed weapons that could 
prove vital if you are to return alive from 
missions.” 

Nort takes several sketches from a 
folder and hands them round to the 
trainees. The sketches are ‘Breakdown 
of an Agent’ diagrams, showing all the 
concealed weapons placed on an agent. 

“An agent carries quite a lot of equip- 
ment concealed about his clothing. The 
hardest part of our job, after inventing 
the gadgets, is to make them small 
enough and common enough to escape 
the investigation of an enemy. Take a 
look at these.” 

Nort hands a pair of sunglasses to the 
group and they are passed quickly 
round and inspected by each trainee. 

“They look like ordinary sunglasses, 
don't they?.In fact, they are our latest 


i 


development and will soon be added to 
the agents’ equipment. Let me show you. 
“The gla_ses serve three purposes. 
Firstly, they can be used as infra red 
ray detector glasses, for detecting 
security alarm beams on enemy instal- 
lations. Secondly, by bending back the 
earpieces and exerting a little pressure 
a deadly paralysing gas can be fired 
from behind the hinges at an unsuspect- 
ing enemy. And lastly, the lens frames 
have been aerodynamically designed 
so they can be used as a throwing 
weapon, rather like a boomerang.” 


21, who has been listening intently to 
one side, steps forward. 

“Thanks a lot, Nort. | think that will 
do for today. We'll leave you to get on 
with your work and move on to the next 
section." 


Vehicles Section 


A few minutes later they are entering 
the Assignment Vehicles Section. This 
vast underground workshop deals with 


the running and repair of the cars and 
spacecraft used by agents. 

Raising his voice above the hum and 
clatter of machinery, 21 explains the 
gadgets and workings of the U.S.S. 
hover car. 

"As you can see the hover car is out- 


wardly the same as thousands in daily 
use throughout the Universe, But there 
the similarity ends. This is the deadliest 
car in operation anywhere. 

“The intricate control panel operates 
many devices designed to aid the agent 
out of tricky situations, Take the head- 
light control, Pull it, and the normal 
headlight beams become hypnotic 


knockout beams. The tail lights are the 
same. The radiator grille ‘conceals twin 
laser guns which can cut through any 
object, and two conventional machine 
guns. 

“See those air intakes there? They 
house two ray guns that can be elevated 
or lowered to any angle. This informa- 
tion is worked out by a radar linked com- 
puter which operates as soon as the 
control is activated. Even the hover jets 
have a double purpose. They can also 
be used to eject a potent nerve gas. And 
those stabilising jets can be used for 
laying a thick black smoke screen. 

“One of the most advanced features 
of the car is its automatic drive system. 
The driver sets his course and destina- 
tion before he starts his journey. This 
information is programmed by com- 
puters and the car is steered on this 
until the journey is complete. 

“Now over here you can see another 
important part of AVS. Here, designers 
and technicians are working on one of 
the single seater space craft. Like the 
car these have many gadgets and 
defensive devices, too. Chief of these is 
a force field that can be set up around 
the ship when attacked by enemy craft. 
The ship is guided by a directional beam 
control which homes it in directly on 
target. At the moment | understand 
AVS are working on a dual purpose car 
and space vehicle.” 


Armaments Section 


The party follows 21 out of the work- 
shop, down the corridor and into the 
Armaments Section. Here, everything 
sounds and smells like a battlefield as 
weapons are checked and tested. 
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“Most of the technical details of 
U.S.S. weapons will be covered in your 
spy school training, so I'll concentrate 
on showing you just a few of the latest 
guns in service.” 

21 opens a large armaments case and 
reaches inside. He takes out a walking 
stick. 

“A harmless walking stick . . . in 
seconds becomes one of the deadliest 
of long range assassination guns.” 

With a few twists and turns 21 con- 
verts the walking stick into a lethal rifle 
mounted on a slender tripod. 

“Neat, isn't it? Now let's have a look 
at a few of the other guns. The small 
one there is a standard issue to all 
agents. It's an atomic ray pistol. A 
simple control adapts it to act as a 
paralyser if it's only necessary to knock 
out an enemy. 

“That machine rifle there fires atomic 
shells and can be folded down to less 
than a quarter its present size, For more 


‘Atomic shell-firing machin 


powerful work there's the grenade pit- 
cher gun. That has a special mechanism 
for tossing atomic grenades and knock- 
out gas grenades." 

While the trainees handle the guns 
and chat together in interest, 21 opens 
a door to one side. 

“Through here is the most interesting 
department in the whole of U.: 
quarters. It's the Deadly Toy 
We'll go in, shall we?” 


Inside, the toy section is a hive of 
activity. Work benches and conveyor 
belts are a mass of toys—tanks, aero- 
planes, soldiers, balls, tops, and count- 
less more. But their innocent appear- 
ance belies their deadly potential, 

“All deadly toys are based on the 


Atomle gerade pitcher gun. 


ordinary toys made upstairs. The task 
of this department is to adapt them to 
U.S.S. requirements. I'm sure you are 
all familiar with most of them so | won't 
go into details. I'll concentrate on show- 
ing a few of the newer deadly toys. 

“This,” says 21, picking up a small 
figure, “is the frogman. He is used for 
mining enemy ships and cutting sub- 
marine and frogman netting. The micro- 
tomic limpet mine in his hands is at- 
tached to the hull of an enemy ship and 
becomes active once it is secured. The 
net cutters can be attached if and when 
needed. The air cylinders have an 
ingenious use, too. At the press of a 
control from the sample case they eject 
an explosive liquid that can be detonated 
from the case by the agent. 

“Here's a new one that's a develop- 
ment on the monkey. It's the juggling 
clown. The telescopic ladder can be 
lengthened or shortened by means of a 
sample case control. The clown itself is 
fitted with TV cameras that relay pic- 
tures back to the sample case, The 
clown is an ideal toy for reconnaissance 
work. The clubs and balls it juggles are 


all powerful bombs. They are held in 
perfect balance by minute gravity jets 
which operate from the clown's hands. 
By altering the jets the clown can be 
made to throw the bombs at any given 
target.” 

As he stops speaking 21 hands the 
two new toys to the trainees and watches 
as they excitedly hand them round for 
inspection. 21 can see that they are 
highly impressed. 

“Okay, lads, if you've finished we'll go 
back upstairs and have a look at some- 
t'm sure you will all find interest- 


Control Section 


Two minutes later 21 is leading the 
group into a spacious office on the 
ground floor of Century 21 Toys. A huge 
semi-circular desk dominates the room. 

“From this room, from that desk,” 
explains 21, “S controls the vast com- 
plex of U.S.S. operations. But that desk 
is no ordinary desk. In fact, it's quite 
amazing. Everything on it has a double 
purpose. 

“The blotter is a quick glance scanner 
telling S the position and location of 
every agent in the Universe and enables 
him to move his agents around to the 
best advantage. The telephone there is 
a direct link with the section heads of 
all U.S.S. stations. Concealed in the 
mouthpiece is a knockout dart gun. 

“On the left there is a control panel, 
This operates the many video screens 
concealed behind the wall panelling.” 

21 flicks a button on the panel. Im- 
mediately, a section of wall slides away 
and a vast screen lights up. On it are 
the pictures of every agent in the U.S.S. 
with full information about them and 
their present assignments. 

“See what | mean?” 21 queries, as he 
returns the panel to its original position. 
"Now, maybe one of you would like to 
sit in the visitor's chair?" 

A red-headed trainee sits in the chair 
and watches as 21 sits in S's chair. 
Suddenly, the trainee is jerked upright 
as metal clamps spring out from the 


sides and back of the chair to secure 
him tightly. 

“That," says 21, “is in case S receives 
any unwelcomed visitors. Attached to 
the same control is a telescanner which 
relays constant pictures of the visitor to 


S's aides in another room, and a quick 
action gas that comes up through the 
seat itself. 

“Should all these devices fail or the 
visitor refuse a seat, another control can 


raise a bullet proof glass dome com- 
pletely around S. This slides out from 
the front of the desk. Alll of the pens and 
pencils on the desk are standard U.S.S. 
equipment. The pencils are somnium 
drug dart blowers and the fountain pens 
are also truth serum and knockout serum 
hypodermics. 

“All the controls for these gadgets 
are at the rear of the desk. 

“Here, is found the many information 
slots and receivers that keep S informed 
of all developments. That slot there is 
the Information Immediate slot. From 
there all urgent messages are received 
from all over the space empire and are 
automatically decoded. The two desk 
ends conceal an emergency exit and S's 
‘own personal entrance to the secret 
U.S.S. departments below.”” 

For a few minutes 21 answers ques- 
tions then informs the trainees that the 
tour is over. It has taken less than an 
hour, but during those minutes the 


young men have seen secrets that an 
enemy would pay millions to obtain. 

Outside the building the hover bus 
has returned and stands waiting. After 
shaking hands in turn with 21 the 
trainees climb aboard. The bus whines 
away. 21 re-enters the building. Once 
again Century 21 Toys is a harmless 
toy factory, intent only on pleasing the 
children of the Universe with its harm- 
less products .. . or so it seems. 
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Here is an outline of a successful mission carried out ‘completing this assignment successfully? Check’ your 
recently by Agent 304..\Would you ‘have succeedéd in _ratinggagainst the questions below: Answers pagé 895, 


AGENT’S ASSIGNMENT, TEST 


. You have taken off for Venus to photograph top. 
secret agents’ lists at S.Oj;F.R.A.M. head- 
quarters. During the pre-scheduled flight you 
pick up a distress call on) your radio from a 
damaged space-craft quite near to your-actual 
position. Would you: 


(a) fa@nore’ thésigna) and continue your 
journey? 

(b)-Redirect your ship and goto the damaged 
Craft's assistance ? 

(c);Radio the. nearest craft in the area in- 
forming them of the damaged ship, then 
continue with your journey? 


4, 


You manage to land your craft, but you have 
lost-valuable time in doing so. Your mission is 
now behind schedule. As you climb out ‘you 
notice that ‘your craft is on marshy ground 
which - will’ make) take-off extremely difficult. 
Knowing: that you are behind schedule, would 
you 


(a) Move the craft to safer ground ? 
(6) Leave it where it is and hope that it will 
be all right? 


6. You have gained your information. You now 
have to find some way of scaling the wall of the 
building to reach the top floor where:the safe is 
kept. Again, the job calls for Deadly Toys. 
Which of these toys would you use? 


10. You reach your ship—to discover that it has 
been discovered by the enemy who hayé-placed 
an armed guard around it. It is imperative that 
you get back to Mars quickly. Do you: 


(a) Make for the nearest space port and buy 


5. Finally you reach the S.O.F.R.A.M. building. a ticket for Mars using the cover of a 
You know that guards make regular patrols and (a) Rocket gun? tourist? i 3 
are positioned around the building—but where? (6) Solar Flash? (6) Fight your way aboard your ship using 
Which ofthese Deadly, Toys would you send dut (c) The Archer? the Deadly Toys? 


to photograph the Soldiers’ positions? 


= 


You successfully reach the top floor and the 
room where the safe is kept, Whilst photo- 
graphing the lists you came for, you come across 
other information which could be helpful to 
your ownOrganisation, Would you: 


(c) Steal or hire another space ship? 
(d) Make contact with U.S.S. agents on 
Venus? 


A 


+ You-sucteed in getting back\to Mars. Qn land- 
ing at Kahra Space port you are\met by a stranger 
wha,says hetis-a U.S.S. agent come tomeet you. 
He asks youto-hand over your photographs. Do 
you: 


‘2)¥our orders state’that during the flight you have (a) Ignore it? (a) Believe him,and hand| over your infor- 
got to keep a constant duty roster which entails (6). Take it back with you? mation? 
you: checking various part$)of-your_equipment (c) Photograph the information and then put (4) Ask: for the password and) to seeyhis 
sevétal-times, You must/also-radio H.Q. at it back into the safe? U.S/S.identity_card ? 
regular intervals. Would-you: (c). Ring headquarters and.ask-for orders? 
2 : 8, You have got the pictures you require. You are 
(a) Ignore the order and sit back to enjoy the making your escape when you suddenly. dis- 
flight? cover thatyou have left. a glove behind inside the 
(6) Make a thorough “inspection of. your Safe, Would you: 
equipment just once, them, make the e ie 
radio calls? (a)The TV Dolly which Will relay pictures (a) Go back and get the glove? 
(c) Carry out your orders\implicitly ? back to.you through the ‘TV. cameras (6) Forget it and make for your ship? 
placed in its eyes? 
8. You have to make touchdown on Venus#Know= (b) The mode! plane which catries. a camera 9. You’ have-almostireached your ship, when| you 


ing the-importance of your mission and the 
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headquarters? 
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(c) Land at the nearest space port? 


in its fuselage and’is remote controlled 
4fom_your sample case? 

(c)Fhe Bloodhound. This» Deadly Toy 
follows the Scents of people and can 
track them down. It can also’ determine 
positions of actualthings and radio them 
back to:the agent, 


see three ferocious guard dogs stalking towards 
you. Do you: 


(a) Dive for,cover hoping that they haven't 
seen you? 

(6) Run for it? 

(6) Fire your knock-out gas at them? 
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new world f 
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world, a world wh 
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enough to boil water. 
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Earth days lo erature 
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an unprotected human being would 
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This is what you knew you would 
find, but the realisation that you are 
actually here seeing it takes your 
breath away so that it is several 
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absorbed 


low, you and you 
weigh only one-sixth of your Earth 
weight. 

This poses many problems, You 
are moving around encumbered by 
a bulky space suit and 
pack. Yet they weigh 


a child does on Earth. 
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A boy enjoys the experience of travel- 
ling in a “lunar walker". 


Test trip. These wheels are of small 
springs mounted between large rings. 


The “lunar crawler’, powered by 
solar cells mounted on folding panels. 
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Inside the Molab, showing the con- 
trol panel with TV screen. 


A_remote-controlled lunar vehicle 
climbs rocks. 


An inflatable Moon shelter designed 
to house astronauts. 


A vehicle with flexible wheels that 
adapt to any surface. 


The giant Molab—the vehicle that 
will open up the Moon to man. 
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ns HAT in the name of 
Deimos is this?” 
Deimos was one of the 


twin moons circling Mars and a 
nightly sight from Kahra, capital 
city of the planet. Deimos was also 
a favourite oath used by ‘S’, head of 
the USS (Universal Secret Service) 
based on the red planet. 

The fact that ‘S’ used such an 
oath was enough to tell secret agent 
21 that the chief was angry. 21 
leaned across the wide desk to get a 
better view of the message tape that 
had just crawled out of the ‘Infor- 
mation Immediate’ slot of the 
highly automated desk. It was this 
that had caused the chief's outburst. 

It read: Tommy Kolok arriving 
noon flight Kahra terminal—please 
meet. 

“Tommy Kolok? Who’s that?” 
21 asked, still baffled that such a 
name should make ‘S’ so angry. 

“Tt so happens that it is part of 
my job to know all our agents’ per- 
sonal files off by heart. You know 
Alphas Kolok better simply as 
agent 47. Tommy Kolok is his 
recently orphaned nephew, now 
aged approximately 10 years by 
Earth reckoning.” 

“And he’s coming here!” 21 
repeated, still with some surprise. 

“Yes! What's got into 47? This is 
a top security organisation not a 
nursery for children. There are 
secrets here worth a fortune to an 
enemy . . . we just can’t have 47's 
relatives wandering about the place. 
You’d better flash 47. Get him in 
here at once!” 

“Can’t be done, ‘S’!” said 21 
apologetically. “He left for Venus 
three days ago on mission Q three 
eight. We could contact him on the 
interplanetry phone system, but to 
do so would seriously risk breaking 
his cover.” 

“Forget it, 21 . . . it’s not worth 
blowing an agent’s cover for this. 
T'll have this matter out with 47 
when he’s completed his present 
mission. In the meantime we'll just 
have to forget about that kid and 
let the terminal authorities send him 
home when they find there’s no one 
to meet him. If there are any come- 
backs we shall just have to deny 
ever receiving this signal. We must 
keep our cover intact at all costs.” 

“Very well, ‘S’,” said 21, fully 
understanding the situation. 

By this time, another few inches 
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of tape had wriggled from the ‘In- 
formation Immediate’ slot. 

“This is something you’d better 
handle, 21. One of our Earth repre- 
sentatives has just signalled in that 
he’s heard an unconfirmed rumour 
that SOFRAM have an agent arriving 
on the noon flight to Kahra. Get 
down to the terminal and check. We 
don’t want any enemy agents 
wandering around too close to our 
base.” 

“O.K., ‘S’, I’m on my way,” said 
21 keenly, knowing the damage that 
could be caused by even one un- 
detected member of the Solar 
Organisation For Revenge And 
Murder. In three long strides he was 
at the door. Here he paused just 
long enough to pick up his sample 
case, and five minutes later he was 
a toy salesman, driving out of the 
cement and glass building which the 
peaceable people of the Solar sys- 
tem knew only as the factory 
where Century 21 Toys Incor- 
porated made toys. 
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TEMPORARY CHECK 


As well as being air-conditioned 
and centrally heated, the space ter- 
minal on the outskirts of Kahra was 
sound-proof. Yet in spite of this the 
entire building trembled slightly 
every time one of the interplanetry 
ferries kicked off from one of the 
launching pads. At times there was 
a lesser vibration when one returned 
to soft-land on the fiery pillars of 
its retro rockets, 


SPECIAL AGENT IN 


ASolGhMENT... 
DESTROY WS.S. 


21 had watched such a ferry land 
and had felt the tremor. Now he 
was sitting casually in the immigra- 
tion lounge, unobtrusively checking 
the pulse rate of every passenger 
who stepped through the door con- 
nected with the space port hover- 
bus that had brought them from the 
landing pad. 

No one suspected 21’s purpose. 
Hardly anyone even noticed him, 
and if they did, they only saw a man 
sitting with a small case on the seat 
beside him as he whiled away the 
time trying to solve a’ ‘Fifteen’ 
puzzle. From time to time he would 
slide the flat plastic squares around 
as though trying to get them in cor- 
rect numerical order. In fact this 
was not his interest. 

A close observer would note that 


one of the squares would flash 
briefly as each passenger passed 
through the doorway. Each square 
gave a coded reading of the person’s 
pulse rate. 

First came a small boy. 21 got no 
reading on him. He suspected it was 
because he had the device aimed too 
high to detect the little lad’s heart. 

There were clear readings on all 
the other passengers. There was 
little variation in their pulse rates 
until the second man from the end. 

He was fat, paunchy and perspir- 
ing slightly. His pulse rate was high. 

“He’s the one,” thought 21. “A 
high pulse rate signifies a state of 
nervous tension, and a secret agent 
is always rather tense at this stage 
of his journey.” 

21 opened his specimen case and 
took out a toy bloodhound. He 
directed the small creature’s nose in 
the direction of the suspected 
SOFRAM agent and set it to follow. 

The animal padded softly after 
the man. 21 knew that the toy 
would report back its position to a 
special receiver built into his speci- 
men case. All he had to do now was 
to remain inconspicuous and wait. 

“Hi, Mister! Got any more toys 
like that?” A small, gingery haired 
boy was rushing across the lounge 
towards 21. 

“Why ...er... yes. I'ma toy 
salesman for Century 21 Toys.” 

“Gee . . . I bet you know my 
Uncle Alphas then. He’s a toy sales- 
man! He’s supposed to be here to 
meet me. Have you come along in- 
stead?” 

“No,” 21 protested, realising that 
the boy was Tommy Kolok, the lad 
‘S’ did not want to know about. 

“Aw, come on, Mister. He 
works for Century 21 Toys same 
as you do. You must know him. 
You'll see he knows me when we. 
get to the factory.” 

“But I’m not taking you to the 
factory!” 

“Heck, Mister! You can’t leave 
me here, all alone on a strange 
world. You've just gotta take me 
along!” 

To have abandoned the boy de- 
liberately would have attracted too 
much embarrassing attention, so the 
boy went back to the factory with 
21. 

The agent parked the boy in his 
own office while he himself reported 
to‘S’. 


First, he opened his sample case 
to check on the toy bloodhound. 
Things were not good. A few 
minutes after 21 had left the ter- 
minal the man was arrested by cus- 
toms officials for attempting to 
smuggle twice the legal amount of 
allowed money on to the planet. 


DEADLY TOUR 


“That accounts for his high pulse 
rate on entry, 21,” ‘S’ said. “He was 
nothing but a small-time smuggler. 
You missed the SOFRAM agent.” 

Then 21 told his chief about the 
boy, Tommy Kolok. “I left him in 
my office,” he finished. 

“That’s the worst possible place 
you could have left him,” ‘S’ 
snapped angrily. “According to 
records, that boy is a confirmed 
meddler. He'll tamper with anything 
he can lay his hands on. Get him 
out of that office, take him on a 
closely conducted tour of the fac- 
tory while I make arrangements to 
have him sent home. But make sure 
he sees nothing of USS activity.” 

21 found Tommy sitting quietly 
on the couch in his office as he had 
left him. He was sucking a large 
round sweet, one of many he 
carried in a plastic bag. 21 made a 
quick check of his office equipment 
and was pleasantly surprised to find 
that none of it had been touched. 

He spent the next thirty minutes 
walking the boy around the factory. 
First the plastic moulding room, 
followed by the soft metals foundry, 
the design rooms and finally the 
assembly lines where the finished 
products were put together. Of 
course, 21 showed the boy nothing 
of the secret workings or the 
specialised manufacture of USS 
Deadly Toys. 

At the end of the tour a message 
by radio pen recalled 21 to his 
chief’s office. This time he left the 
boy standing outside in the corridor. 

“Ah, I’ve booked that Kolok boy 
a place on the next flight out, 
21...” the security chief was say- 
ing, when there was a distant boom 
and the door of the room rattled. 

A moment later the video on ‘S’s’ 
desk lit up. The duty fire officer’s 
face appeared. “There’s been a 
series of explosions beginning in 
21’s office, then in sequence in the 
plastic moulding room, soft metal’s 
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foundry, design room and three in 
the assembly line section.” 

“That boy!” 21 exclaimed. “It 
must be him! I took him through all 
those places. He must have some- 
how planted bombs along the way!” 

Before ‘S’ could comment, a 
length of tape poked from the ‘In- 
formation Immediate’ slot. It read: 
Agent 47 dead on space flight— 
cause uncertain—believed murder. 


THE HUNT 


Now it was ‘S’s’ turn to exclaim: 
“That boy! He’s either a full 
SOFRAM agent or 47’s nephew hyp- 
notised by SOFRAM into performing 
sabotage here. 47 was killed so that 
we could not check back with him!” 

21 jerked open the door. The 
corridor outside was empty. 

“Get after that boy before he can 
do any more damage, 21! Be 
ruthless! Eliminate him if neces- 
sary...!” 

Meanwhile the alert was sounded, 
and a production worker reported 
seeing the boy hurrying towards the 
assembly line building. 

21 was on his way, travelling fast, 
clutching his sample case of deadly 
toys. 


In the doorway he opened the 
case and launched a model 
reconnaisance aircraft across the 
assembly lines, most of which had 
been halted by the explosions. 

The image picked up by the 
plane’s tiny TV camera was pro- 
jected on to a special screen inside 
the lid of 21’s case. It showed the 
boy crouched with his bag of sweets 
behind a stack of boxes containing 
space games. 

The boy pressed a pea-shooter to 
his lips and puffed the sweet from 
his mouth at the aircraft. The aim 
was deadly. The missile hit its 
target... and exploded shatteringly! 

“Explosive sweets,” muttered 21. 
“So that’s how the bombs were 
planted!” The boy would have to 
be dealt with quickly, so 21 stood a 
model archer from his case on to a 
nearby bench. The toy lifted its bow 
and sent a tiny arrow flighting 
across the huge room to plunge 
quivering into one of the stacked 
boxes. A second later a thin plume 
of knock-out gas hissed from its 
stem. The boy saw it, ran through 
it and ducked beneath a conveyor 
belt some few yards away. 

By this time 21 had taken a 
platoon of armed toy soldiers from 
his case and they were patrolling 


between the work benches like real 
warriors engaged in street to street 
fighting. 

The point section came within 
sight of the boy. Their minute auto- 
matic weapons rattled. Deadly, 
miniature bullets hit the steel 
machinery near the boy and ex- 
ploded. One shot nicked the boy’s 
leg. He drew it back hurriedly, al- 
though no blood came from the 
wound. 

The boy poked his head around 
the corner and a sharp volley of 
sweets spat from his hollow mouth- 
pipe. 

They exploded amid the attack- 
ing soldiers. All but one were 
blasted beyond repair. 

The second of the three sections 


moved from cover on the boy’s left $ 


.. . more explosive sweets smashed 
their attack ...and much machinery 
was damaged with them. 

Then 21 realised the boy’s stag- 
gering secret. Everything began to 
slot into place . . . why he had not 
picked up the boy’s pulse rate at 
the space terminal . . . why he had 
failed to locate the incoming 
SOFRAM agent... and now. ... 

“Drastic situations demand dras- 
tic remedies,” thought 21. “The boy 
will have to be stopped before the 
entire factory and USS headquarters 
are wrecked by him.” 

Reaching into his case the agent 
took an armed, low-level bomber. 
He carefully checked the mini-bomb 
before he sent the aircraft scream- 
ing on its way across the benches. 

The boy saw it coming and dived 
for cover beneath a steel-topped 
lathe-bench as the bomb rushed 
down. 

There was an ear-splitting crack 
and a blast of metal-cutting flame 
as the mini-bomb detonated. The 
heavy bench fell apart under the 
attack. The boy was exposed. 

Desperately he sought fresh 
shelter from 21’s deadly toys and 
blundered right into the line of fire 
of a rocket-launching tank. 

A brace of fiery missiles left 
the tracked toy’s turret. They hit 
the boy simultaneously smack in the 
centre of his chest. 

There was a flash, some smoke 
and the boy spun crazily on one 
foot before rolling to the floor, legs 
kicking, and one motionless hand 
gripping the bag of explosive 
sweets. 


21 walked over to his victim and 
saw the hole burned in the metal of 
his chest. The edges of it were fire- 
blackened and buckled with heat. 
Inside could be seen the fused wires 
and melted transistors that had con- 
trolled the robot boy! 

“He'll make an interesting study 
for the technicians in our electronics 
workshop,” thought 21. “But I'd 
better report back to ‘S’ right 
away.” 


+ * * 


“Of course, that boy being a 
robot accounts for many strange 
things about him,” 21 said over a 


cup of coffee in ‘S’s’ office. “It ex- 
plains why the knock-out gas had 
no‘effect and why I didn’t pick up 
his pulse rate at the space terminal.” 

“And I suppose you're going to 
tell me that you knew he was a 
robot all the time,” said ‘S’ rather 
sarcastically. 

“No,” replied 21 modestly. “At 
least, not until my toy soldiers’ 
bullets wounded him and failed to 
draw blood.” 

‘S? smiled. 

“You know, 21,” he said. “That 
robot was quite a deadly toy for 
SOFRAM. It’s lucky our deadly toys 
have even deadlier agents to operate 
them.” 
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OME months ago a reporter at the Venus spaceport asked me why I had become 
interested in Catch or Kill. My answer was short . . . £4,000,000. 

Thate to admit it, but it’s true. My only interest originally in the fantastic creatures 
that rove the universe was to inherit the fortune left by my uncle Professor Johnson 
Gorton. 

Until the day he died I had been interested only in having a good time. I was a 
playboy with a reputation for fast living in every country of the world. But my 
uncle sure had a clever way of slowing me down and turning me into a useful 
citizen. He was a zoologist, and to inherit the money I had to complete the project 
he had been working on when he died, The professor had been trying to track 
down the Chin Hills Legend in Burma. 

I thought that was all it would turn out to be, a legend . . . how wrong I was. 
The legend was a 100-foot python, the biggest snake I've ever seen or hope t6 
see again. It had been raiding villages and carrying off cattle for some time. 
Boy, did he present a problem before I was able to collect the £4,000,000. 

But collect it I did. For the first time in my life I had done something useful, and 

do you know what? I had actually enjoyed it. It gave me a greater kick than all 
the fast cars and boats I had ever driven. 
This was something I wanted more of, so I set up my own zoo in England 
called Catch or Kill. My services are for hire to anybody who has an animal 
problem—large or small. I claim to Catch or Kill anywhere on Earth or in the 
Universe—which makes danger my business. 
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The one person I had to have join me in Catch or Kill was 
Kipper, the young Burmese who had helped me destroy the Chin 
Hills Legend. 

When I look back now I realise how green I was and thank the 
stars that Kipper came along when he did, If it had not been for 
him I would still be in that jungle now—with the life crushed out 
of me. 

If you are wondering what Kipper's real name is, forget it. Even 
I've not been able to find out. All he will tell me is that he is called 
Kipper because he likes eating herrings. It's crazy, but it's true. 

All I have been able to find out from Kipper is that he was 
orphaned when a typhoon hit Rangoon in 2043 and was brought 
up in an orphanage. 

After leaving the orphanage he had a series of jobs . . . sailor, 
hover-cab driver, rice planter, deep sea angling expedition 
helper, and river cruise captain. In the last job Kipper was cap- 
tured by Burmese river pirates, He managed to escape and lead 
back a party of River Police who wiped out the pirate camp. 

Working with Catch or Kill, Kipper needs all the experience he 
can get to meet the demands on him, and one thing is for sure 
. . .T couldn't have a better assistant, 
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That same reporter who questioned me on Venus also asked 
which part of my job I preferred, the catching or the killing. 
Without hesitation I said the catching. 

Which of the two I choose while on the hunt depends entirely 
on the animal, the reason for the hunt, the orders of the hirer, 
and the danger involved. It's an unfortunate fact that some animals 
cannot be captured. They will fight to the death rather than yield. 

Most of the creatures I have captured are in the Catch or Kill 
Zoo in England, There, in specially built cages, are housed some 
of the deadliest animals in the universe and a trip to see them is 
fast becoming the number one item on tourist tours from all over 
the Solar System, 
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Four of the most dangerous 
animals in my collection were 
captured on the planet Zildos, and 
can now be seen from a safe 
distance at my Zoo! The first is 
the Trigonex, a mammoth reptile 
that weighs more than 100 tons. 
The real danger of this fantastic 
creature is its incredible speed. 
Running on two short, stumpy 
legs, the Trigonex can get up to 
60 m.p.h. He uses his long un- 
wieldy tail as a balance, holding 
it straight out behind him like a 
ship's rudder. Fortunately, in his 
small head, he has a minute 
slow-thinking brain, which is no 
match for the lightning mind of 
Kipper. It was a case of brains 
against brawn when catching the 
Trigonex! 


Much of Zildos is covered 
by vast Mercury seas full 
of really frightening crea- 
tures. The most dreaded of 
these sea-dwellers is the 
300 foot Gorgon, the Terror 
of the Seas. Living up to his 
name by being a constant 
danger to all Trans-seas 
shipping. The Gorgon has 
completely lost his sense of 
smell and has very poor 
eyesight. But he makes up 
for these deficiences by 
having a wicked temper. 
Feeling the vibrations made 
by large vessels through 
the fin-crest on his fleshy 
back, he thrashes out 
madly in anger. With his 
tail whipping and crashing 
through the water, any 
object in the way gets 
mercilessly shattered and 
crushed to pulp. 


The handsome fellow right is 
the Rhicertops. A truly fero- 
cious creature resembling an 
Army tank more than a living 
animal. Having a tough, 
wrinkled grey skin, which is 
as hard as steel plating, makes 
him an extremely formidable 
beast to catch. The swift and 
speedy hyperdermic dart 
that Kipper and! normally use 
to catch animals, is com- 
pletely ineffective against this 
tough hide. We have to use 
a close-range nerve gas, 
which as you can imagine, is 
very dangerous work. But, 
the most fearful thing about 
the Rhicertops is his magni- 
ficent pair of horns. Horns 
that are not only viciously 
sharp, but are also filled with 
a deadly poison fatal to both 
man and beast. A poison that 
kills within one minute. 


One of the most evil of all 
creatures I encountered is the 
gas-breathing Maelstorex. Al- 
though he looks like a weird 
and fearful monster-bird, he is 
in fact a terrible reptile. The 
Maelstorex's body is covered 
with mottled green and brown 
hair, and in his cruel mouth lie 
hundreds of razor-sharp teeth. 
Like the Rhicertops, he packs 
a lethal punch, breathing a 
poisonous gas which is deadly 
to all living creatures. He is a 
nocturnal creature, hunting at 
night and digesting his unfor- 
tunate victims during the day. 
He sits silently perched in the 
shrub bushes waiting and watch- 
ing. His prey in sight, he swoops 
down like a thunderbolt, breath- 
ing his deadly gas. It took me, 
and three expert hunters, four 
months to catch a male Mael- 
storex. Luckily he hadn't heard 
of gas-masks ! 
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DEEP _IN INDONESIA'S HOT, STEAMY JUNGLE 
TWO PROSPECTORS ENTER THE CONE OF A 
HUGE EXTINCT VOLCANO IN THEIR SEARCH 
FOR THE RARE METAL, TRILTANIUM - 
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Under the oceans of the world the deadly 
super-sub STINGRAY cruises silently, pitting 
its lightning speed and efficiency against the 
evil Titan and his race of Aquaphibians. 

In space, interceptor missiles hurtle to 
their targets and booster rocket motors 
scream to full power as the mighty FIREBALL 
XLS battles to protect space from alien 
control. 

Ever watchful, the orbiting Thunderbird 5 
receives every distress signal broadcast on 
Earth and her instant signals to Tracy Island 
send INTERNATIONAL RESCUE and the 
amazing THUNDERBIRDS machines into 
action. It is a race against time, with death 
the penalty of delay. 

Men of tomorrow ... machines of tomorrow 
. .. adventure of tomorrow . . . ADVENTURE 
IN THE 21st CENTURY. 


